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THE OLD HEINE HOME

N old and well maintained red

a brick house on the east de of
Tth street just north of Park

roaid has often attracted the at

tention of the Rambler, and neo doubt
many thousands of cther Washingtonians
have given this picturesque and 1-fush-
ioned place a g ¢ and a thought. That
house stood there when the great high-

way which passes before it was called the
Tih street road or the Tth street pike, a
name which was discarded favor of
“Brightwood avenue,” anl name
gave way to “Georgia avenue ' The house
is old, but the Hambler, in a spirit both
of compliment and of truth, must s=ay
that it s=till looks young. The Ramibler
will not s=ay of this house that it
not look its age.” This is often said of

which

o

a womuan

imes of

man, and perhaps so

but the Rambler feels that though this
observation wmay be prompted hy the
kindliest sentiment, yet it is a compli-

ment that has within it a bitter tang.

The Rambler does not know to what age
this house has attained. Tts walls, its
rafters and its roof are sound, and, a8 it
is often said that & man is no older than
his arteries, it might just as fairly be said
of a house that it is no older than irs
walls and its roof. It may be that this
house, like =0 manyv old men, is proud of
its age, but the Rambler believes that
this particular house will not assume =z
resentful attitude toward him for writing

OFF GEORGIA AVENLE.

it i=s =till a voung house and that It
I preserye 1ts vouth for many years to
Come

*
w
from the street, as
would preserve its air of ex-
= even in this age of public-
ity and notoriety. This old house seems
to protest hie habit which so
many maodern houses have fallen into,
of building themselves flush with the
sidewall and prerching  themselves
where any man may rub elbows against
them or strike matches on their front,

far hack

aEainst

This old house. if it could get its own
sentiments and convietions into the
newspapers, would probably denounce
#a= oa vulgar fashion the paszsion which
new houses have for getting as close
too the curbstone as the huilding regu-

= und
e bhel
man

ispectors will permit. This
v the period when every

ered, dignified and properly

well
conducted house insisted on having its
own garden and rejoiced in a name in-

stead of a number. The FRambler is
violating no confidence when he assures
his readers that thiz old house, com-
fortably =eated in its own grounds,
feels pity, with just a trifle of disdain,
for those misguided houses which
stand up in a row, all so near alike that
their sole distinguishing mark i3 a
number on the transom or the door.
The house has a central bullding
flunked on each =side with a wing. It
has a plenitude of porches, and tha
porches have width, length and Iron

railings. Above the roof rises a look-
out or a little observation tower. Many
trees grow around the house. Its lot is
of about the size of a city square and
the northwest corner is covered with
a rose garden. This garden, with its
wealth of bloom and color, has given
pleasure to countless wayfarers along
the old Tth street road. At the north
side of the house and at its rear are
gl.’l.f!!:llnuses. in which live flowers of
rarity and beauty. -

The Rambler was walking aloug
Georgia avenue last Sunday and paused
opposgite this attractive old house. He
wanted to go in and speak to it, but
there were restraining considerations.
1t requires a certain amount of bold-
ness to walk up to a city house, ring its
doorbell and ask it the story of its life.
There i5 alwavs the haunting feeling
that the city house may consider the
Rambler an intruder.

-
e

Well, when the Rambler saw this dig-

nified old red brick house, with its

wings and its cupola and its porches,
all settled back in its bLig garden he
felt that it reqguired nerve to interrupt
such an old house in its Sabbath medi-
tations. But then there were the hun-
dreds of rosebushes in the garden and
the greenhouses at the side and rear.
and the Rambler felt that a house so
fond of flowers must be a good and
gentle old house, =0, nerving himsell
for the encounter, he walked down the
footpath between the broad lawns ani
rang the doorbell.

A voung man with white halr came
to the door and the Rambler asked
when the house was built, who its
owner was and if it would object to
having its picture taken. "Come in"
said the man. The ice was bhroken,
and the Rambler and George Fleld

sank into two easyv chaire in the hand-
some library of the fine old house. Mr.
Field and his wife have lived in the
house since 1859, At that time It was
owned by two members of Congress
from Kansas who had bought the prop-
erty from the Stickney family, and it
vame to the Stickney family through
marriage with the Lewis family, the
old house having been for vyears the
home of that Mr. Lewis who was presi-
dent of the Seventh Street Turnpike
Company. The Rambler did not have
the honor of an acqualntance with this
family, but will endeavor to obtain
more informetion concerning this old
Washington family than he now has,
The Rambler remembers that hefore
the civil war there were living along
the Tth street road between the Bound-
ary and Piney Branch the following: J.
Johnson, Mrs. Beckert, W. Belt, K.
Lundsley, Charles 5. Page, W. G. W.
White, W. M. Cammack. J. B. Haw, .I.
Holimead, J. E. Wineberger, J. Homer.
Benjamin Summy, W. Little, A. Ray and

fndid

i

THE MILLER OCTAGON HOUSE

igh Cost of Living Results in

Epecial Correspondence of The Star,
PARIS, Murch O
O=T of the high-class Far:s
restaurants are doing better

than they did peace tim

Only the night establi

suffer The precautions agai
rai and a general sense of

life

¢ mnight
heips the hone

¥y m
which
No supper af

ter the theat

that money is saved for dinne:

A new clientele goes seri-
ous gormandizing War contr
spending thelr newly earr ed w
are lost in the mass of mlddle-class

and

famllfes hunting something tasty
a little brightness, and the tourists and
foreigners who used to be 30 much
evidence are replaced by soldiers on
permission, with
courins and children

! lunched hes!de such a party at the
Cafe de la Palx There were two
snidiers, obviously father and son—
their trench beards replaced by soaped
a2nd shining faces fiancee, the
wife and mother. proud aa Punch and
still young, a married sister and her
husband and two growing girls with
gErown appetites.

in

sisters

— the

» ¥

They hegan with six oysters each, on
the half rhell, at 80 cents per dozen—
dearer at the Cafe de la Paix than at

Maxim's. The four dozen cost 33

but the fish was the grand affair. They
learned from Michelet, the maitre
d'hotel, tha* there were turbotins,
young, #mall and tender turbots, which
caitld be grilled, mlightly bLreaded and
served with Bernalse sauce, a Kind of
hot mayonnaise with ating e=
tragon perfume. Grill & na turk

and you have a horror, the turbo
i= otherwise, Most of the time you
annot get them 1 fried po-
tatoes on the side (FPont euf) I tald
2 A new tele Theyv
they like. fish cost
How the growing girls waded into
he gravy of the mution kidneys in
port “Lucile.” whispered manima,
“don't forget there's pheasant! The

roast was not @& roasl. but one of thoses
immense Bresse capons, braised, baked
and basted in an oven, with truffies as
Lig as new potatoes, and stuffed with
& wine-perfumed forcemeat. It was
cheap at $4.50, considering its size and
trimmings. They made & course of
Algerian pease ut 40 cents per portion
~—and then the real lunch began

They hud been drinking a decent red
Bordeaux at $1.80 per bottle, into
which they put a drop of water for
politeness. With the potted pheasant
und the fole-gras ple they hud bottles
of a grand old Medoc whose perfume
came to me. I call it “potted” pheas-
ant, but the chef makes it —the carcass
and tougher meat cooked down to a
thick glaze mixed with hashed savories
and adeira and cooled molid round
the white meat. The pink goose llver,
held in a like solid “farce” or stuffing,
is sliced llkewise, In its luscious ple-
crust.

Fole gras s scarce and expensive.

“The grand potting houses of Tou-

ON GEORGIA

louse and XNerac buy up all the foie
eras jn the south of France' says
Michelet, “whi from Sitrashurg there

wife, mother or

15 ity ut the front
hini an earthen pot of
sil, amd o live lobster in
if she ean find a swift
senger returning 1o the trenches™

“Well ¥ 1 said.

“Weill, the foie gras artives in beau-
3l nditior, but the lobster—tut,
! That'= the reason soldiers on per-

ission won't eat lobster, thd sweeil-

they can’'t bear to sce

#st, the freshest;

restaurant loses money on fole

= r’r

Inses money on eggs, butter, fieh,
= and poultry. A portion of bolled
asa s=lice of ported
a quall Marfe Stuart, yet
money on game. Any one

ciun it with a club five miles out-
side the ecapital. liack of shooting has
made it spawn.

“The great restaurant cellars are fuli
5. he says. “They will last
after the war, #o the wine list
bave not heen raiged. If we had
v fine wines we couldn’t. We are
losing money, but don't- know

of fine win
until
frrice

The war has raised the
cookery enormously. All
chefs who had retired on
have gone back to work
i to have carte blanche
kitchens,

it up in quantity,” mays
“The public has time to eat—
We are encouraged, we are
Old Adam, who

old

Mk e
Michelet.
and money,
flattered, we are happy.

was chef of the Cafe Anglais in 1865,
and elghty-three years old last month,
pald us a visit vesterday and wept—
ves, wept—1to see the grand old cookery
booming once more in Paris. With the
hurried life before the war they had
no time. Now it's a joy to see them
wallow ™’
-
- *
My soldier party had a respectable
Lill. After the cheese they went in for

magnificent frultz—{ender Chasselas
grapes and pears and apples at 40 cents
aplete, and worth it. The liqueurs cost
20 cents the tiny glass, and filter cof-

fee 16 cents. With the wines the bill

touched $40 for a family of eight, L e,
$5 per. 1 don't call that dear. It is
curious that the mutton kidneys cost

ax much as the trufMed capon.

I myself can lunch with my mother at
tha Cafe de Ila Paix for $3 and have
plenty. For example: Grilled filet of
Lieef with Bernaise and Pont Neuf po-
tatoes, %0 cents; girolles (a kind of
mushroom ), 45 cents; fruit salad in
maraschino, £0 cents; plum pudding, 60
cents; heer, 16 cents; coffes (for one),
16 cents, and cover (i e, cloth and nap-
kins), 24 cents. The plum pudding is
ordered partly because the rum burns
blue and festive, dancing, you Kknow,
and partly becaiuse it is made by the
chef and does not come canned from
Leads.

Another time I meay tackle the sim-
ple chicken croquettes at 35 cents per
portion—all depends on how the abused
dish is made. Since trufMes have been

cultivated in France, of late years, by
planting the spores, they are within

AVENTE.

John Saul. Off the Tth street road be-
yond the Rock Creek Church road were
the farms of O. B. Tavler and T. Mosh-
er, and off the 7th street road in the

Piney bhranch neighborhood were the
farms of Dr. Noble W. Blagden, Mrs,
. Saunder William Morrison and
Mrs. 8. A. Greeves, About a year ago
the Hambler jotted down some valu-
able memoranda which were given him
concerning this territory by William J.
Frizzell, but he lost the notes.

The Hambler is reminded of some in-
teresting matter relating to the gentle-
man who now lives in the old brick
house in the big garden by the side of
Georgia avenue west of Park road.
George Field and his brother, Thomas
Field, were propagators, or developers,
or whatever the right word may be, of
that rose which is now famous as “the
American heauty.” George Bancroft,
the historian and diplomatist, and John
Rradv, a florist, still living in Wash-
ington, and who is also one of the
Rambler's friends, were actors in the
romance of the great American rvose
which the whole worid now knows as
“the American beauty.,” A very bitter
controversy arose as to the origin of
this rose when it bhecame rich and fa-
mous, but the Rambler is not a party
to this war of the rose and hia chief
interest in it is that it was born in
Washington and discovered and devel-
oped to its present state of beauty by

Washington men. There 1z glory
eriough for all those men who were
concerned in discovering and develop-

ing the American beauty.

As a greal many persons know,
‘teorge Bancroft was a lover of flow-
ers and at his home at Newport had one
of the great rosariums, or rosari, of
the U'nited States, He liad brought to-
gether there hundreds of the fine va-
rieties of roses grown in France, Ger-
many, Belgium and England. Part of
his collection he maintained 1n the
grounds appurtenant to his Washing-
ton home opn H street. At this point it
i3 proper to give a few facts relating
to Mr. Bancroft. He was born near
Worcester, Mass, in 1800, He was
educated, or at least he received his
vouthful schooling, at Harvard and in

Germany. In 1832 he published a trans-
lation of Heeren's “Politics of Ancient
Greece” amd a small volume of poems,

and at that early period in his life was
contemplating writing & history of the
United States and was actually collect-
ing materials.

Three volumes of that
published between 1534 and 1840. He
was appointed Secretary of the Navy
in 1545, but in the following year he
was transferred to England as am-
bassador from the 1'nited States and
remained in that distinguished office
until 1549, when he returned to New
York and hegan to prepare for the
press the fourth and fifth volumes of
hiz history, which appeared in 185

history wera

The sixth veolume appeared in 1854, the
seventh in 1858, the eighth volume fol-
lowed soon after and the ninth volume
was given to the public in 1566

-

%

In 1867 Mr. Baneroft was appointed
minister from the United States to
Germany and held that post at the
court of Berlin until 1874. In the lat-

ter vear the tenth and last volume of
his history was published, but an ad-
ditional section, which first appeared
as a separate was published in
1882, Un returning Germany in
1875 Mr. Bancroft took up his home in
Washington and died here January 17,
1891, in his ninetv-firat yvear.

Mr. Bancroft's gardener in Washing-
ton was John Brady, snd John is still
with us, known to every florist in
Washington and to thousands of other

waork,
from

citizens. Brady had some plant hot-
houses at his own home, 815 25th
street, and an great many rosebushes

which he raised here were from cuttings
from the Bancroft roses. Bancroft and
Brady were good friends as employver
and employe, and Mr. Bancroft did his

gardener many kindnesses. In the
Bancroft garden was one rose which
attracted the particular attention of

Brady, and he and Mr. Bancroft often

conferred about i1 The gardener
thought he =saw i it possibilities,
though the bush was not vigorous, and.
despite all effort, its health continued

to decline.

It was quitt well settled in the minds
of AMr. Bancroft and his gardener that
thig particular rose was “La Madame
Ferdinande Jamin,”” a French rose
which had been transplanted to Ger-
many, and for a considerable time was
cultivated there. 1t languished in
Grermany, and a prominent rose grower
in Hamburg gave a bush to Mr. Ban-
eroft, and that particular bush was
said to be the last specimen of “la

00

Madame Ferdinande Jamin'"™ Tt was
set out in the H street garden, but
no care could make it a robust plant.
Only the eve of an expert on roses
coulid have seen possibilities for de-
velopment in that rose. Brady took
the plant to his ewn hothouse that he
might the hetter nurse it, and from it
he obtained cuttings which grew very
well.
George
brothers,
Douglas

Field.
the old

Field and Thomas
had greenhouses on
property, opposite Rawlins
Sguare, the site of the new bullding
for the Diepartment of the Interior.
The Tield brothers and Brady were
acqualintances in a business way. From
Mr. Field the Rambler heard the fol-
lowing:

“John Brady, at the time I made his
acqualintance, was a jobblng gardener.
My late brother and I had just started
in business as florists. We sold Brady
cut floweras 1o supply hia trade. Ona
day he brought the much-discussed ross
to our attention, suggesting that we
Iry it. The one he brought us. s ve
amall plant, we tried. and the follow-
ing season felt as though we could
1ry some more. We therefore offered
1o take what he had. and he furnished
us twenty-four plants, for which we
paid him $2 each, a large sum in those
dayvs for a rose plant. We later found
that he still had. a larger plant than
any he had sold us., and for this plant
I.offered him %5. He acecepted the of-
fer. When the question of a name for
the rose came up. as’ Mr. Brady as-
sured us he had raised the rose from
seed in Mr. Bancroft's garden. we con-
sidered that he had a right to name ft
1\_-h|rh he dil. There was n pomi]ar.‘
II-‘urupean rose at that time called
the beauty of France.' and 1 sug-
rested that the new rose bhe called
'f_ln-.' beauty of the T nited States,’
'hat was rather a long name, and
Brady ,3ald, 'Call it the American
beauty Later we learned that the
roge did not originate in the Bancroft
j.:ﬂr:ten, and that it bad been known
in France and Germany, but only as an
outdoor rose of free Llooming habit
and poor color, My Ubrother and I
watched t_I:or roge amd developed its
good qualities as far as our limited
means would permit, seliing such plants
amd Mowers a= we could. It was ‘llril
however, until the plants came into
the hamis of expert ToSe growers under

£lass that the wonderful iti
were developed.™ RN
Mr. Field, during the administration

of President Grant, was in ¢ -
the White House greenl:ouue;an\?‘h:rf
he and his brother set up their estab-
lishment off Rawlins Square on the
land 4t the northeast corner of 19th
and E streets they specialized in La
France roses and did a Ereat deal to-
ward making that a very popular rose in
Washington. The greenhouses ar the
rear of the old brick house on Georgia
avenue are devoted to the culture of
orchids and there grow the dark ma-
genta cattleva with deep marcon lip
hich is the favorite flower of the
wife of the President and was such
for a long time previous to her mar-
ringe. For veuars she has been buying
the blossoms from retail florists and
probably even today she does not know
where they are grown. Mrs. Wilson's
favorite flower, the orchid cattleya,
came from Brazil. Growing back of
the old brick house are thousands of
the white lelia, an orchid which was
brought to the United Stales from the

Pacific coast of Mexico, the orchld
vanda—Ilight blue with a border of
dark blue around the lip—which was

brought from India, and white cattle-
vas. Washington does not consume all
the orchids grown in those green-
houses, and shipments are made to
cities as far west a=s Chicago and Bt
Louis and as far cast us Boston. Some
tiine the Rambler is going to rummage
around among those strange and won-
derful flowers that grow at the back
of the old brick house, but just now
he must turn to another subject.

HEN one =peaks of the Octagon
House. it is assumed that he re-

fers to that house at the corner of New
York avenue and 18th street, erected
by Col. John Tayloe, and
hegun in 1795 and completed in 1800,
That iz g very interesting place. Glenn

Brown in & historical sketch of the
house wrote this:

I the process of the erection of the
hita Honse  Gen,  Washington often vis-
ited the building. He tosk a lively interest in
the 1 o it Iwing the home of lLis friend ns

well ns one of the finest residences in the coun-
iry at that tlme. After the year 1K14, the Hrit-
ish having burned the White House. President
James Madison occupied the Octagon House,
wwl during his occupancy the treaty of Ghent,
whirh  closed  our 1w war  between  the
United States and Great Britain, was signed
by him in the circular reom, which s now used

which was.

as the secretary’s office of the American Insti-
tute of Architerts.

But thera are other octagon houses
in and around Washington. Long ago
the Rambler told the story of the Lin-
gan octagon house, off the Foxhall
road, west of Georgetown. The Foxhall
octagon house, near the Highlands, has
long been one of the features of the
city. On  Georgia avenue. about a
square west of the Field place and be-
tween Quincy and Randolph streets, is
one of the old and interesting octagon
houses of Washington. It is on the
west side of the street and on land con-
siderably higher than the street, It was
built more than seventy vears agn hy
Benjamin Summy, who lived to be over
ninety wyears of age. His descendants
are many and a large number of them
are living in Washington. A large
acreage was appurtenant to the house
when the Summys lived there, and Ben-
jamin Summy was a farmer and gar-
dener of ability and means. o nLuilt
the octagon house of rock and cament
and it ig in a good state of preserva-
tion today. There is a considerable
tract of garden land on the south and
west of the house even now, but the
city is crowding upon the old house
from all sides. The property went out
of the possession of the Summy family
about 1877 and a Mr. Conradus and his
family occupied the place for about
seven vears. In 1884 the property was
hought by William Miller, who lives
there today with several members of
his family. Mr. Miller was born on
Capitol Hill. He married Miss Heine, a
daughter of William Heine. who owned
and operated fields adjoining the Sum-
my piace on the west as a truck farm.
The old Heine house still stands in the
midst of mnew houses on Shepherd
street, a few yards west of Georgia
avenue, The present owner, Vincent ¥
Howard, has had the place for five
yvears and has modernized the inferior,
but has let the exterior remain as in
the days of Heine. AMr. Howard iz an
amateur florist, and the garden at the
=zide and front of his house is one of the
summer show places of that part of the

city and one of the beautiful flower
gardens of Washington.

The Tth street octagon house has a
two story porch around it, and like s

many other old house=s it has a cupola.
In it are fourteen rooms, and one room
which was the Summys' kitchen has
eight doors and two windows. One can
lose his bearings in the quaint halls
and stairways of this house. The
grounds at the front of the house are
planted with trees and shrubs, and
some of these, notably the hemlock
trees, were set out by Benjamin Summy
when he was a young man. The deep
well off the northwest side of the house
is atill in use, and the Rambler found
refreshment there. It i2 an Interesting
place to visit, and young Miller, who

who won distinction
had

Horn, whom the Rambler understands

WMELL AND WELLHOLSE oON
stands Ly the wellhou=e, entertained
the Rambler with good stories about army
the old house, wins A
*
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AF this point the Rambler must {ree van H
his mind of some information re- o010
cently acguired. Two weeks ago he Misses

wrote of the Van Horn burial piot and
ils tombs adjoining the Beall burial plot

at

Horns w

L

the rear of the Sheriff house néar
Benning., At that time he did not
who the Van
Beall, the owner of “Fife”
He left two children.

know
ere, ol Joshur
died in 1788,

me of these was

George Beall, who married a Greenfield
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the reach of all. With plenty of right
chicken and trufMes, the croguette be-
comes a glory; and the FPerigord saucae
is the second best in the world—some
even prafer it to the Bernaize.

The Grand Cafe, bheneath the Jockey
Club, 18 the largest and most beautiful
in Paris, with the highest rent—§
000 a year. Just hefore the war they
hegan refitting it entirely. For a year
it remained closed. Now it is in full
blust, grandly illuminated, with mosaic
floors. red plush upholstery, white und
gold  wills, the famous ceiling paintings,
great waving green plants in majolica
tubs and a big, qulet, cozy afternoon
crowd just sitting around amid the elec-
tric lights The grand rotunda, for
which the late Pat Sheedy offered to pay

-

the entire rent of the establishment to
make It an American bar, I8 again a
restaurant, wilth prices a trifle jower
than the Cafe de li Palx.
*
% ¥
The thermider lobster of the Grand

Cafe, for instance, ig marked 80 cents
per portion, while the Paix leaves the
price blank. The Maxim management
at the Ambassadeurs marks 80 cents
for its lobster a la Nage (swimming),
but, as I tell you, they're so sick of
lobster in the trenches that no able-
bodied Frenchman under sixty dare be
seen eating it in Parls, 1t would pro-
claim him to be a shirker, who had
never tasted the joys and sorrows of

the front. No man of the fighting line
will ever eat lobster again. When
they turn an opalescent inkish-blue

with yellow glints,
at the Germans.
If 1 had the analytical gift, I would
study how these higher-class Paris
restaurants can be so prosperous while
losing money on lobsters, eggs, butter,
fish, meats and poultry, while families
bavy to cut down expenses on all

they throw them

)

|
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WAR CONTRACTORS SPENDING THEIR NEWLY EARNED WEALTH.

these items—and the mass of cheaper
restaurants almost neglect new cus-
tomers, hoping they won't come again.

Our butcher charges 16 cents each for

“premier”’ mutton chops, yet I can have
a far bigger, better., tenderer real “En-
glish”” chop at the Grand Cafe, all
cooked, served and smothered in fresh

FEEDING THE

Yet, at home, first-class, “boiling
cost 7 cents each,
surely, three eggs in a Savoy omelat.

cents per pound
cents for beef kidneys, 50 cents for pork

like home cooking.
proprietress of that bright little place at
the Madeleine, where you take the
for N
ried o

voung green beans. for 35 cents, scarcely
double the cost of my nasty
sliver.
veal
The Grand Cafe serves it St. Cloud, with
the garniture and rich meat felly, for 30
cents, scarcely more than double, again,
tha raw
get to certain fish, it’s more so.
trout, in the shops, retail 20, 30, 40 cents
each, according to size.
serves middle-sized ones,
ple butter and white wine sauce—for 40
cents apiece,
boiled potatoes, a bouguet of carnations
and fairy lamp on the table.

little raw
The butcher asks 14 cents for a
cutlet, and then lLouise spoils it.

And when you
River

abomination.

The Grand Cafe
Meunier—aim-

with parsley trimmings,

Why, a Savoy omelet costs 30 cents.

and there must be,

*
* *
The higher restaurants, in truth, have

home cooking beaten to an inquiry.

In our family we pay the butcher 57
for calf's liver, 40

we shall take to living on pheasant, quail
and partridge! Butter 18 from 60 cents
1o 48 cents per pound, but we paid that
in peace timea.
has gone up, from 60 cents per pound be-
fore the war to 80 cents at present, the
whiting from 15 centa to
present. and the mackerel from 24 cents
to 48 cents. They are beautifully fresh,
of excellent quality.

As for fish, the sole

40 cents at

The little restaurants have suffered

I was talking to the

tram
illy. Mme. Gros has been mar-
two years. She put her dot into

oFr

the bLusiness, and Gros has been mobil- rel for 15
ized since August, 1914, Aanple tart,

“The grand restaurants can buy at an ol cvheese, or
advantage,” savs madame, ind well-to- @ ¥ =L e, A Etm-
do people, who used to count the cost, Db of St -:wu--_'-:-_n_lm-- wine
now fock to them and say: *Oh, w o ty 12 ecents, or of Saumur 15
we're not going 1o the races, let's have venis= But. no. you want to ddesolate
some fine wines and beautiful fruits. the shop. There must
There's the profit!'" It was grand to hear G 1

Madame has 40 cents per day for rve- !0ld the incident to the nephew of Cor-
frigerator ive. the chef and kitchen-help's tuchel, who is running the f

wages, the waiters to feed and the nt  Ambassadeurs for the Maxim

to think about. Her husband being a1 'Hent
the front, the moratorium lets her stand *
it off “Fortunately ! savs madames

) v morning she opens  her shop, good. rich restaurant  directer
sweet, white, clean, and hopes, for good-

sake, that customers won't come.
see, the place hos a lot of “‘regu- “The litile, respectable customers

lara.” who appreciate the savory “lttle” cut down expenses" he said, “Thea
cuigine Mondavs, the petit sale (breast little, respectable restaurants cannot

=alt

of
Wednesdays the fricandeau, and Fridavs
the boeuf a la mode, with its sweel, tiny
carrots and life-giving meat jelly

one = a sq

raized the pric
“regulars’ for the future.

ciate it amd

GEORGE

pork

boiled

1T 1, a

mi

s,

help out,

as they

with cabhage);

can, by

ordering a1 half bottle of her Fronsac, or
stewed prunes for 8 cents, or a glass of

Armagnac for 10 cents. Well, an indeli- Maxim's, in spite of there being nn
cille unknowu newcomer epiterad and night trade, has doubled its business
:;'-I‘)‘um:d this zlsmle of [l‘l";}lg!*‘-, and it r\'aa 4 in the past year The Ambassadeurs
¥ to me to see a Gascon gentleman = ni = P =
named Aristide. who works in the ad- —c v os 300 seas every alfernoon, and at
joining shirt store, “'set him right,” al- lunch and dinner it iz a veritable fes-
though in doing it he upset a sidewalk tival. Yet the prices are s0 reasonabla
table or two, in spite of the head waiter, that old Maxim customers mav almost
Jules, pulling him back. doubt my word. I admit that fresh

“Cassoulet of Toulouse” was ordered

to start with. White beans and goose, RiZotto au Chi oéam n-osom 4% cents,
Tt 7 & Ambassadeur's idneyvs 50 cents, and «
perfumed with slices of dry, red Lyons the famous chicken pie 70 cents,
sausage, the whole simmered down to And so on.
luscious tenderness in a closed earthen “We did l'irgt !larli out I?‘_ make
2 ; = soy = money,” says the great man. “We sim-
pot; the dish was invented for King ply desired to be agreeable. Tt is such

Dagobert, A.D. 628, and has never been

*
* %

shrimps are marked 5 cents apiece.

river trout is 40 cents, the fllet
de sole Orly, 50 cents; the whiting Col-
bert, 35 cents.

beaten. It cost the intruder 18 cents. ®!
Then he sailed into the Bordelaise *
gravy of a grilled steak with his

hread, sopping, dipping, soaking up the

perfumed b
glaze,
IMArrow,

red wine,

lend of

expensive
melted butter, beef
hashed onions and whiff of

meat

garlic—"“meat and drink for 18 cents,’”

hissed Aristi

de, “again!™

For the man

had ordered no mineral water, coffee,
tea, wine, vegetable, cheese, ligquor or

little trifle
house.
Julex, the

his check.

“I'll not pay it,”” replied the indeli-
cate stranger, pulling on
in haste and leaving a two-cent tip in

full view.

“You’ll not pay it!" boomed an apoca-
lyptic voice behind him.
Aristide,

“You'll not

that might

waiter,

help out the

brought the man

his overcoat

It was M.

the Gascon gentleman who
works in the adjoining shirt store, and
it is & pleasure to see him in action.

pay it, but vou wear a

high silk hat!” he thundered.
not pay it, but you'll desolate a house
of Cassoulet and Bordelaise steak while
the proprietor is in the trenches. You
might have ordered & cenis worth of
pig’s liver pate, or 6 cen

. Wt

“You'll

FIELD ON GEORGIA AVENLUE.

uy to

too heavy

Any fop,
nd =he has not
She hopes to keep the ]
They appre- of wine

The

¥y
on."”"

“Then,

“‘Say,

i

ating in the Paris Restaurants

advantage;
in proportion, and they suf-
The workingman will always have
hiz eight-vent dish of the day and glass

. And

rants—we are amually making money.™
He seemed ashamed of it

a pleasure to see them enjoy the cook-
especially

there

of gastronomy " 1 gqueried.

He raised his arms in benediction.
“It's their one grand pleasure,”
sald, “walting for the victory'™

Humor.

HE late Hopkinson Smith,
and painter, was once accused at
the Players’ Club in New York of ' a

chops, %2 for a decent chicken (entire) “What's this?” he snorted. “What's

and 32 cents per pound for skinned and th,i;dslcilm!i?"t - hﬁ‘; of :umo; ” - ER IR

e bbit (wi Adolphe intervened. ) ou New Yorkers,” said the her-

SuLeRD e wt,h the nead, to ‘The tablecloth is 8 cents if ¥ou cyjean southerner;: “deny my humor

guarantee it is not cat; but who know don't order wine,” said Adolphe. “There, 1 it is directed “HE .

if it be the right head!). If it continues, YOu See it printed (pointing to the VEcause e e e bl
menu).” often. You are like the tramp—the

tramp who denied humor to the China=
man.
*“A tramp knocked at the back «door
of a California villa, and a smiling
Chinaman appeared.

John,'

‘give us a hand-out,
Mike, will ve?
“*Like flish,” said the Chinaman, with
his amiable smile.
*‘You betcher sweet life I like fiah,’
sald the tramp
*“*Call Fliday,'
and, smiling more
of h1 shut Lhe door.

their expenses are

we—we higher restau-

Among the entrees the

the officers on permis-

is truly a renaissance

he

STERLING HEILIG.

novelist

croaked

the tramp,
for the love o'
S'elp me, I'm starvin''

riyv.
said the Chinaman,

iabl ‘er,
pretbipghen srm

%




